THE CRAFTSMAN

ONCE, after long-drawn revel at The Mermaid,
He to the overbearing Boanerges
Jonson, uttered (If half of it were liquor,

Blessed be the vintage !)

Saying how, at an alehouse under Cotswold,
He had made sure of his very Cleopatra,
Drunk with enormous, salvation-contemning
Love for a tinker.

How, whde he hid from. Sir Thomas's keepers,
vCrouched in a ditch and drenched by the midnight
Dews, he had lisfened to gipsy Juliet
%                        Rail at the dawning.